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"I AM WHITE ALL WHITE!" LIFE ROMANCE
I OF THE "BRIDE WITHOUT A RACE"

BY ALMA BOONE LITTLE
Part III.

Not even then did the specter of
my foster mother or any other grew--
some shape come up to warn me. I
knew that I was "going to live happy
ever after," but alas!

I sometimes wonder what it is that
changes the devoted heart of the lov-

er into the carping heart of the hus-
band. Before our marriage Arthur
treated me with the utmost defer-
ence. He was an ideal lover. It was
only after marriage that he became
fault-findin- g, morose and disagree-
able.

However, I tried to do the best I
could and I think, if we could have
been alone, away from his relatives,
that all would have gone well, for I
am quite sure that all through these
long, beautiful western years he
loved me.

You can imagine my surprise, how-
ever, when I found a letter that he
had written to his father, asking him
to come at once, that he intended to
divorce me.

Of course, I immediately asked
him what he meant and he told me it
was true and that I could talk to his
attorney. He told me that I was ex-

travagant li who had helped him
early and late to build up the busi-
ness.

His attorney told me that Arthur
did not intend to ever live with me
any more and he thought the easiest
way would be for me to go out of his
life entirely and that he would give
me $50 to do so.

At this time- he didn't say anything
about his suspicions of my having
colored blood, and naturally I did not
think that he knew of my foster
mother, as she had, been so long out
of my life, but I was sure that he had
some other reason than extrava-
gance, because I had been very sav-
ing

At this point I went to my attor

ney, Mr. Wm. E. Bauble of Detroit,
and told my story and he advised me
to file a bill of separation immedi-
ately, which I did, and then I was
confronted with this awful story.

I shall never forget that morning
in the courtroom, the look that my
husband gave me as he passed me,
or the contempt in the voice of his
father when he said: "She Is nothing
but a nigger wench."

I went home, let down, my blond
hair to see if it had the slightest ne-

groid texture. I pressed my nails
against each other to see if there was
the slightest tell-ta- le dark line. I

pursed my rather thin lips to see if I

could by any possibilty mold them
into African form. I even tried to
flatten out niy nose, but I thank God
I could not do it. Through it all I

saw my Scotch and English ancestry.
found myself singing at the top of

my voice: "I am white; I am all
white."

(To Be Continued.)

IN CONTACT
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"Do you ever hear from your
brother in college?"

"Oh, yes. He keeps in constant
touch with father!"
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